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Santa Claus is Coming to Town 


Dave's been preparing for this evening for the past six months. He's stopped plucking the snowy-grey hairs 
from his hair and beard and he's been packing away food more than he normally would. Any thoughts of being 
"only a little bit tubby" have gone out of the window and my beautiful lover now sports the sweetest little pot 
belly. 


Standing in the church hall and wrapped in my thick winter coat, | help Dave in to his outfit. He's loving every 
moment of it, lapping up putting on the baggy red pants and the white undershirt. With a smile on my lips and 
my heart bursting with joy, | gently pull the thick red and white overcoat around his shoulders and lovingly do 
up the brass buttons. The coat sits snugly over his protruding belly and Dave gives me the biggest, warmest, 
happiest smile. 


"I'm so happy for you," | whisper. 


His eyes sparkle as he strokes over the outfits thick white fur. "Thank you, David. It means the world that 


your Mom nominated me to do this." 


| nod and wrap my arms around his waist. Once upon a time, | could link my hands around his back. But not at 


the moment. Instead, they sit just above his ass, my fingertips only millimetres from each other. 


We're at the little Lutheran church that Mom attends. Every year, they do a Christmas parade through our 
small town. Jackson, a town of just under four thousand people, celebrates Christmas with the gusto of people 
who enjoy a party. The harvest is over and the snows have settled for the winter. It's time for family and 
friends to get together and celebrate the fruitful year. And this year, the man | get to share my life with, is 
going to be Santa, something that he's dreamed of for many, many years. He gets to ride in a sleigh, pulled by 
four reindeer, and throw candy in to the crowds. 


Initially, Dave had been worried that people would know who he was. Besides, how many tall, dark haired, 
tattooed ex-rock stars were there living in Minnesota? It had taken me a long time to reassure him that, no, 
no one would care that it was him being Santa. That was part of the fun We all knew that it was someone 
from the town. None of us pretended any different. As long as the kids had someone who hooked like Santa then 
they were happy. And Dave, with his greying hair and pudgy tummy, was perfect. His wide, happy smile and 
glowing red cheeks only added to the effect. 


Picking up the wide leather belt, | loop it around his back and buckle it over his stomach. Finally, | pick up the 
fluffy red and white hat and nestle it on top of his head. Dave gives me an adoring smile, strands of dark hair 
and the hat's white bobble dangling over one eye. 


"You really are adorable," | murmur as | stand on tiptoe for a kiss. 


He happily gives me one, his strong arms wrapping around me and lifting me. | squeal and hug him tight, 


laughing until he puts me down. 


Taking my phone from my pocket, | turn on the front camera and press myself to his side. "Can | get a photo 
with you, please, Santa?" 


Dave loves the camera and, of course, the camera loves him. He looks at me in the tiny screen 

"Do you believe?" he asks. 

"In Santa?" | smile at him. "I've never stopped believing." 

Dave's smile widens and | hit the button, capturing the happiness of the moment forever. 

The small hall bustles with people getting ready. They pass us by, leaving us to our moment, as Christmas 
carols play from a small radio. The smell of coffee and hot chocolate linger in the air and plates of gingerbread 
cookies are being passed around. Beside the door is the Christmas tree, tall and proud and topped with a gold 


star. 


For a moment longer, | stand with my arm around Dave's broad back, savouring the feeling of having him close. 


Every day | wake up next to him, thankful that he's stuck with me through so much. And every night, | watch 


as he drifts off to sleep, his eyes becoming heavy as his ever active brain has a few hours off from the 


world. He's perfect in every way and I'll never stop loving him. 


Lifting my head, | gaze up in to his coffee-coloured eyes and smile. "Love you," | murmur. "We better get you 
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on your sleigh." 


| take his gloved hand in my own and we walk from the hall and out in to the frigid cold. Our feet crunch over 
the compacted snow as we walk towards the red and gold sleigh. The skies are clear and the stars twinkle 

down. Somewhere, in the distance, is the promise of more snow. For just a few seconds, all his quiet as we take 
in the beauty of the season. We've spent several Christmases together and each is just as special as the last. 


Dave climbs in to the sleigh and settles in the comfortable velvet padded seat. He pulls a blanket around his 


legs before reaching down for the sack of candy. He rummages around before holding something out to me. | 


smile as | pluck the candy cane from his fingers. 
"Thanks, Santa." 
He nods and smiles. "You're welcome." 


| step back as the driver picks up the reins. There's a click of the tongue and the reindeer take up the strain 


Dave gives me a final wave over his shoulder as he pulls out on to the road and the back of the procession 


Stuffing my hands in my pockets, | make my way through through the trees and take a short cut to the 


parade route. Hopefully Santa will see me and give me more candy. 


Dave's childish, Christmas loving self is one of his many sides. And | love each and every one of them. 


